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ZELLITO(GABRIELLE RAYINE)
A FORTUNE TELLER .

THEL BARRYMORE Iin "De-
claises” at they Empire Theatrs
. is oné of the theatrical sensa-
ticns of the hour., "Declassee” [s the

work of Zoe Akins, the Bt Louls post
and playwright, and aside from the
opportunity 1t affords Miss Barrymore,
its fresh humor and its excuptional
English place it high In contemporane-
ous American drama.

Miss Akins evidently does not be-
leve In wasting an audience’s time
and trying its patience with a first act
filled with long explanations as to the
whya and whefefores, Before the cur-
1ain has been up fve minutes on the
first act of "Declassee” ushe has
plunped Into the very midst of her
#tory. The scene ls a London draw-
ing-room—at the house of 8ir Bruce
Hoden, whose apprecintive monarch
has conferred knlghthood uwpon him
s a rewarg for his success as a
i It'Is quickly apparent that
! the curtain bas gone up just & min-

ute or so too lato te let the audience'

witness what must have been a very
exciting and not altogether pleasant
domestic starm. The party, which be-
sides &ir Bruce and his wife, Lady
Helen Hadew, 'ncludes Bir Emmet?
Wildering, a diplomat; Ledy Wildor-
ing. his wife: Charlotte Ashley, a pop~
ulnt  actress: Harry Choarteris—all
close friends of Ledy Helen—and two
Americans, Edward Thaper and Mrs,
Leslie, social proteges of Lady Helon,
have beem playing bridge. [t devolops
that Sir Bruce, who has boen drink-
ing and Is possibly a bit jealous of
young Thayer on account of Lady
Jelen's murked friendship for him, has
rudely accused the American of chent-
ing and ordered him from the house.
Lady Helon has sprung to her pro-
tege's defence and declared thai if he

'

some sort of spectacular doom for her,

T never belleve doctors and I never
believe lawyers,” sho says, “but I al-
ways balleve fortuno tallors™

"Yoa, you would" remarks her hus-
band, “being one of the mad Varvicks."

Lady Helen (with a laugh) — The
mad Varvicks will soon trouble the
world no longer, (Turning to Mrs
Lpslie and Thayer.) 1 suppose you
Jdun't know about the mad Varvicks?
There was once quits & lot of us and
now I'm the only one left. We were
very gay about 600 years ago, but
wven then we were & little mad, too, [
' And we kapt on belng gay
:5 mad through some of the soberest
days that England has ever known,
Sometimes we lost our heads; some-
: timea we went to house partics in the
| Tower; sometimes we hunted with the
| King and knoew all the secrots of the
Queen. Bt thero never was a battle
| fought for England, by land or sea, In
! which some Varvick did not offer his
ygay, mad life. Perhaps that's how we
got the habit of dying. Wy've alwnys
died—] think wo've rather liked dying
—just ms we've alwnys liked our
ghosts and our debts and our hered
tary gout and our scandals and our
troubadors and our fortune telling
gypsies and even our white sheep.
| We do admit to an ccoasional white
' sheep In the family—one esvery cen-
tury or so.™
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Oharteris hurries In and seats himself
with the Wilderings. He has just seen
Lady Helen outelde In a telephone
booth. She enters and Charterds goes
up to hor.

Her joy at secing hor old fricnds
i evident and she chatters guayly
about all sorts of things, There ls o
tor'ch of sadness back of it all, though.
Eho tells them that she must go to
hor guosts who aro waiting for her.
Shy has the three wondorful Walionas,
Crontian acrobats, whose only Im-
morality Is cream-pufls, coming to tea.
The others are Zellito, who used to
toll fortunes at her bazaars In London,
but who refuses to tell hers any more
for somo reason; and Allce Vanoo, "a
Broadway celebrity In musical comedy,
Lbut she has a real voice;" and Ru-
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and Mras. Leslie hurries on, closely fol-

lowed by Chartevis, who wurns her lo
Lady Helen—If you don't know—If | walt. Lady Nelem comes next anl

you really don't Kknow—why bother, Thayer enters last. his “wad hanging.

about it . 1 Lagy Helen—Harry, it was abso-
Thayer—One shouldn’t bother about | lutely undenlable, wasn't 1t?

it You are right. Aflter all, I'm .luntl Charteris—Absolutely.

an Incident in your Ufe—just some one' Lady Helen (looking from Thayer to

{ who happened to Interest you for a Mrs Leallo)—You fools! Foolsl God g4,ipn Solomon, “the Americnn rival

| month or «o one spring out of all the knows why you should have done It & of the British Museum” The Wal-

'other springs. Last year it was somé gecond time! You must be Insane. Or | to5c arrive and she goes to join her
one ¢lge, and next year It will be an- has dishonestv become such a hablt|gen party,

other; and after that another. with you that you find it impossibla, srar same amusing conversation,

| Lady Helen—So you don't mean to not to cheat when you can? {tha others all depart, leaving Lady

' fot yourself carp ome little bit more Mrs. Leslle attempts to speak, but jr.1.p, and Bolomon nlons togother.
about me than you think I care about Lady Hejen silences her and tells her|  goloman—You're  vory  childlike,

| you, do you, Ned? (He does not an-, to go. Thayer starta to follow. Lady Holew.

_wwer. She continues lightly.) You| Lady Helep—Not yet, |

, think you are just one of my cap-| Thayer—There's nothing I can 8a¥ | jooking at me so stornly? Are you
rices, don't you? (He still does not|DOW excopt thui I'm sorry. thinking that I'va got my frook very

{ angwor. Again her tone is light, s’ Lady Helen—You must pay that 20| 4611997

iunf tender.) 1 suppose, after all, t | Yy busband. Solomon—I'm thinking that you've
was soms one whom you thought you' Thayer—To your husband? run very hard and played vory recke

icmd for last spring—and the spring! Lady Helen—Yes. He said It to yoi. lossly.

Lady Helen—You know,
Thayver—I wish I did know.

Lady Helen—But I'm no longor a
suffiglently precious objeet for the
zolden cabinet of your very success-
ful Iifo.

Solomon—But I want you.

Lady Helen—That's rather ambig-
Hous,

Bolomon—I want
thing—romance.

Lo plends his cause well and Ledy
Iiglen hesitates, but—in the end she
refuses his ahb!guous offer,

Lady Helen—And 1 really lke you
very much. And It's a temptation,
too, to think of the sheer decency of
'!-urlna' enough money again for ons's
w!ima—which seem 50 much moréd im-
portant, snmehow, than one's necds
But It isn't quite cricket, according to
| my topsy-turvy ethics, to take away
| another woman's lover—though I sup-
'pose I wouldn't hesitate If you were
| her husband. Allce loves you and
love—~true

an  ambiguous

RUDOLPH
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Charteris—You don't mean to say
that you went?

Lady Helen—Oh, yea. And I had
one of the most amusing evenings of
my life. 1 danced 8 o'eiock in
the morning and got a prize.

Charteris—A prise?

Lady Helen—TYes, for dancing longer
than any other woman (n the room.
I danced for six hours and wore out
three partners,

Then Charteria tells her of his great
love for her.

“I can't really afford you,” he says,
“only I can't bear to eee you drifting
ke thls. You're like a lost child In
an uncaring ocrowd"”

He knows that she ls selling her
Jewels. What will sho do when the
Inst poearl Is gone?

“Harrp,” she says, "I'vo a very great,
very pure affection for you, but—Iif I
were your mother I wouldn't let you
marry mé. BSome men could afford
my extrovigance and cope with my
ronklosancas, perhaps, I thought
Bruee was one of them, but not you,
my dear.”

“If Rudolph Bolomon {5 ono* ex.
cinims Charteris, “then in God's name
marry him! But don't drift.”

They drink a solrmn toast to Eng-
land as Solomon returna to the room
Chartorls goes to join the others and
dolomon reminds Lady Melen of the
proposal he made ta her at the hotel,
The reason she gave for refusing to
accept It then no longer exists, Alee

| thero's srlirnutl'lil'll about Vance iz leaving him—going to
|iove—that's very touching to me—!gurine  Now will she listen to him?
""":'i""m“‘ at which even I cannol| pe hag thought of her only for months
| smile.

| Sclomon—You must have been very
| much In love once,

Lady Hslen—Is that 'h}‘ you l”.[ L.ndr Helen—1I was,

| Bolomon—And
very much hurt
Lady Helen—] was,
Bolomon — And then— what hap-
penesd?
Lady Helen—I ran very hard and

you must have been

dalous. When the curtain rises the| 454 (hen, euddenly, the servants before. And surely there will be some You must say it to him. Sho admits that she bas and she ' P18Yed very reckiessly and fell down
room la empty except for Charterls, having left the room, she turns upon | ane this time next year, And perbaps| Thayer—You mean—to tell him? rambles on, brightly, as he watches| ANd solled my frock and cul my
who ls playing the plano Hstlesaly. | pey pogband and demands peremp- | that some one will be the right one| Lady Helen—Of course har thoughttully, hands and eried a little and laughed &
Bir Emmott s taiking to 8ir Bruce In | iorily that he apologize to Theyer.|and she'll have all the other nmu[ Thayer—You won't Lady Holen—Now, what are you|lUttie. That's all

an adjoining room, while Mrs, Lesle | gi Bywos Gemurs and there Is an-| times as well. | hope so. And [ hope! Lady Helen—1 will thinking of, my friend? dolomon—Didn't he care for you?
is reasoning with Thayor across the | geher soene Lady Helon starts to| that she will have a very firm hand! He pleads—his life won't be worth 3 wit thinkiog of 8 shicts Lady Hslen—Not the least bit In
hall. Lady Widering and Mrs. Ash- | jqve the room again and at last 8ir | —for she will need it with you, my Uving U everybody knows and &ir ""‘“"“""'—“ Helom—s star that 1| Uhe world He cheated at cards. 1
ley are upstalrs with Lady Helen. | pruce ylelds and offers a humble | dear; mnd a very tonder heart, for she Bruce will tell. et o;WVm]m the sky Into that | OUIdn't bear that

Lady Wilderinp returns and reports | apojogy to the American. "m need that too; and a very wiso' Lady Helen—Is that aii? Have you | ¥ k"“ o . = h:! Solomon ~1 understand. That snded
that the aituation ls awful and that| That settled, the members of the | head—you're not very wise yourself, never heard of fair play? Well, turn dork gardon of water that les be- |y of soyrse.

- Ko—and not return.

marks thal she ought not to be 80| Lady Wildering she remarks that she | live,
ready 1o desort the Arst frisnd she had | ‘s glad §ir Hruce apologized as he did. | ey
in London. Then comes Mra. Ashley.| “It's not supremely Jolly to be mar-

parties go off into adjolning rooms to | you know. And I hope that she will sbout s fair play. It's my husband's
. | resume thelr Interrupted games. Lady | be young and lovely and that you will turn now.

thinks she'll | folen 1s all gayety again—goy with | he always very happy together and/ “Thayer—You don't dare.

Ohartérla re- | just a touch of sadness perhaps. TO very, very sad apart—as long as both! Lady Helen—I don't dare? Dare

tween New York and the outer ocean. | .4y Helon—It should have, but it
T svas a nowsboy and 1 had sold all| yian”  That's all.

my papers. 1 was lylng on the gTa88| 1y wax long ngo, she tells him,
in Battery Park bocause it was bel-| .4 sha no longer thinks of the man

He recalls the time when she used to
come to luncheon with him in Lon-
don and always forgot his name.

lLady Helen—I have always been
stupld about names,

Bolomon (gravely) — Partioularly
about your own. But If mine were
yours would you be as carcless of it
as you have been of your own?
Would you, T wonder?

Lady Helen—If your nams were
mine? Are you asking me to marry
you?

Bolomon—1 want to mak you to
marry me, but—I'm very proud of my
name, Helen. That may seem a lttle
allly to one whose ancestors have
written themselves down, generation
after generatlon, In the history of
England. But T am proud of {t. And
it hurts me to give it into the keeping
‘of one who has already been =0 care-
fess of the traditions and glories about
her own as yoi.

ter than golng to the place that T| ;.o hut whe could never kill some-

what? Admit that he was right and I |
| called home. T was half asleep when thing In anothar woman's heart that!

U

“Go up and talk to Helen”. she
says. “Bhe's begnn to laugh now and
blame the now cook for Bir Bruce's
temper, It seema that he's always
expected to gat Into one whonever
the flsh Is cooked too long or the mut-
ton not lonk enough. And both hap-
penad to-night.”

8he wonders why Lady Ifelen
doesn't leave 8ir Nruce.

"But there's nothing, nothing at al)
that Helem counld do,"
toria.
right te give her anything and mhe
doesn't know and will never learn
the diffefence between a pound and a
shilling.”

“Oh, she knows that a pound s
somothing you give the hoad walter
and a shilling s something you give
the taxl driver,” says Mrs. Ashiey.
“Helen thinks that s what real money
+is for-—ta tip people with,” -

*They sy she |1 the most extrava-
gant woman in London—" remarks

retarts Ohar-

“There's nobady who has the|

i ried to Bruce,” she says, “but 1 don't
‘know what I'd do if he threw me
over or I had to throw him over. Run
a hat shop or something, I suppose—
though every time I've run anything—
leven a booth in a bazaar—I've man-
1md in some mysterious way to be In
debt to somehody as a result. No, I'd
have no luck with hat shops and
| things of that sort. It would bo easier
(to sell a prarl every day or two—
intil they wera all gone—"
| Mra. Ashley—Yes, and then?

Lady Helen (with a shudder and a
| smila)—Then? 1 suppose I'd become
| declassee In time.
| At last Lody Helen and Thayer aro
| left alone on the scene.
| Lady Helen—I'm so sorry about to.
inight.
| Thayer—I'm sorry too, but I couldn't
| help it
: Lady Helen—1 know you wouldn't.

) w . was wrong? | g
]m;{:?"l?“"‘"rh"-“ a4 sirange way ‘“I, Thayer—You sald to-night that if| ! 58W the Hghtning of the shogting

' o | Slar.
Lady Helen—Poor Ned! Hasn't De kicked ma out of this house you'd
| any o::a ever wanted you to be happy ¥° out of it, too, forever. Vary m’"’! Ialy Flea (o0 Do pava Toe &
Dafors? {1 any that If ho kicks me out you will | mm?‘-‘ftﬂd now what are you
: N h ded | §0 Out of 1t, too, foraver, naking o
| w%{;ﬁ:\r:;ﬂl:;fl:n: Who: preten Lady Helen looks at him in amage-| He refers to a remark she has made
| Lady Helen—Love is something that|ment. He explains. He hos her lot- proviously about the beauty of the

| not many of us know much about. I
izzn‘tmnpriiond to Kknow myself—and Der—sive hor husband her letters. there are hetter things In life,

o =K Lady Helen turns from him in dis- | nsks what Is better,
e ek ":;‘f,"‘:"“!e:‘; ""“_’o"n{“"'lg,';'!mu and asks Charters to tell the| Solomon—FPurpose, The progress of

| It's & word I've never uscd—to any
! one, .
| Thayer—Dut only n woek ago—oh,
1 don't understand youw

Lady Helen—My denr, your are stu-
pld.

Thayer—You wrate me such won-
derful letters from the country. Is It
stupld to think you cared for me when

| others to coms In.
falls she beging to tell her hugb.nd_!m'hl!‘\'mcnl—lhe bullding of one's
It I8 two years lntor when the cur- lfe aftor the plan of one's dronma
tain rises on the second act. The! When the grass of Battery Park was
| gcane 18 the lounge.of a New York my bed. an earl was as logendary to
{hotel at tea time. At o table In the me na the Santa Claus that drove his
| foreground are sedted 8ir Emmett reindecrs down the chimneys of for-
| Wildering, Lody Wildering and Mrg | tunate ch'ldren at Christmas time An
Ashloy. 'The audlence learns from; onrl's daughter was as remote ns the
| you - wiots themt the conversation of this and other farthest star In the darkncss of the
7 g parties at nearby tables that Sir Em- | night. Yot here we are, Lady Holen—
| Lady Helen—No, I don't think the' .. 4+ has coms to America as the|Yyou and I,
stupldest person would doubt that I|ppirish Ambassador and that Mra | Lady Helen—Yes, here we
cared for yvou when [ wrote them. | Ashley 13 playing In New York. Lady

arg—

ters. If mhe teils on him he'll vell on | Stars on the Bouth Bcas, He thinks |~ wpor you and me,” he remarks, “we | MAtler,

She | pave, each of us, something of the In- |
| communicable technique of magnif- | YOU.

And as the curtain 'one’s spirft upon a pilgrimage of |

| might be aa beautiful as ths thing that
life killed In ber own.
He reminds her that she has prom-

| 1sed to dine at his new houss a waeek | had & child?

|

Lady Helen—This
wooling,

Solomon—Yas, 1t (s a =trange woo-
ing, Indead. But—what wre vou, any-
way, Helen? A mother who nover
An ‘artist without a

is a strange

from that night and he tells her that  tnlent? A courtesan born to the pur-

|

| some day they will say more to each | ple?  What are you?

| other.

| cence.”

pencll and starts to algn the siip

to tho head.avaiter. She calls the lat-
|ter to her and onsks him kindly how

Alipping & ring off her finger and

up, she holds it out to him.
‘TN wak you, Jean'" she says, “to
give my walter a tip for me.”
“Certalnly, my lady."

|

"he Ukes It here In America. ‘Then |

i

i"l."!ur"l nothing—nothing at all too

Mrae. Leslio, dreadful for my husband to say when |
"In the world, probably,” interrupts |
Mrs, Ashlow, { mood

And when Mra. Leslie suggests t]::uf
a divorce would be the proper rem- | least according to the tales oue hears
edy, the English women Inform her! he's had oceasion to be jealous a great
that nmuch a thing 1s Impossible in| many times.
Dagtand, Lady Helen (with a laugh, yet

Charteris goes away to talk to Lady | Rrave)—Hae's thought so. HBut I think
Helen and Mrs. Leslie wonders if holho's learncd n lesson to-night, I
In't In love with his hostess. =0f] Thayer—You wore so wonderful. If
oourse,” anys Lady Wildering, "every-{1 didn't know better I could nlmos | PI§ man in Amarica,
one knows he s* “Yes™ adds Afes, | have thought that you really cared for
Askley, “hopolessly, wonderfully, un-|me, ! Londan.
=olfixhly, ‘beautifully in love—all his! Lady Jelon—What I said in your !
life.” 'behalf ta-night T would have sald, ox-

Then Mre. Tasle goes to fotch dctly as T told my husband, in behalf
Thaper, who promises to be good and  of any strancer In the =ame sitvation

guing Lo stay,

somo busldess offers.
Lady Helon—From

Bolomon T .

B P T

of easy, gracious nonsense, She has | had not beon some cared for.
just had fortune told, she talla| Thayer ( - -~
casy for el

bore—do | ment hw&

—

! But she sees It s hopeless. 8hol golen appears for n moment In the
[ ho's—when he's jealous or in a bad | A8 not miake him understand. So at|packground ond asks the head walter  you vory conscious of all that T have
last ghie urgea him to loave Lﬂ“dun—'!“, keep a table for her—ehe Is expect- i:nt trom life. Wail, 1 am consclous
Thayer (unhappily)—I suppose—at | 10 0 out to Bouth Africa, as he had| (ne gyests
| lalked of dolrig. No, he won't do tRAL | tormer frionds nor do thoy see her. | got whnat one has wanted

. He finds London a Jully place and he's other tea drinkers rocognize her and | not stopped, you know, at getting | °F g
Besldes he has h‘nll'.r‘,muk

Mr. Rudolph

Thayer—Ies was one, yes. Ho's a

Lady Helen—But rather lonely in|divoreced her—recall the

AES 7 Mare trouble, S8 Brics wnd! o Thazor—Ch!

“r"’ .':u.:'-l"-'u‘ come in, ond NMnally Ledy | Lady Helen—But It woulin't have

T e v . -

Gofon lioreell onters, smiling and full | médnt gu much to’ me, 0f course, If it | other room for thelr same.

The room 15 'n darkness for a mo-
that an
Eghis go wp

’ you nnd I.

“Good evening, Jean." i
Solomon—1I supposs that T secm to

Shoe smiles at him nnd walks proudly
out as the curtain falls,

hor fnf 't. TU's a groat satisfaction to hn '.'r‘: X :]:; k!l:::r:rn;:l !221:'1?;;';‘:::: ;:1"::“
And T'vo udolph Bolomon, Lady Moicn 18 In
| her element showing hor frlends the
i beautiful works of art that her host
| han gathered. The Wilderings, Mra. '

Blie docs not se¢

that sho bas boecome 50 imoney. I've gone on, I know the
{ feclassea—that she Is living by her world and its fincst things—its citios,
wita, its musie, ita lterature and all Its

The Wikderings and Mrs, Ashioy|games. I've thrust my hands into the | 2 *7/¥ and Okarterls are all there—
speak of her—wonder what has be- | past and touched history. In m,!uome. as she saya. “to send her stock
come of her since her husband | house there are marbles and swords| P "0 high that RINC:'DR Solomon will
night she ox-|and fans—memolrs of popos and em-| WANE to marry her” There Ia one
| posed Thayer nnd has gave her letterd | perors and warriors and queens and | painting that pleases her especially—

Then he tells her of how ho once!to 8ir Bruce and then disappeared immortal conrtesans. And T've toucheq (& portralt of her own great-great-
went to Alngka, of hew hn suffored | completaly,
there. Ne, no mora of that for him. ' and AMes Vance, the star of a Broad-'ins projecta that will bonofit genorn. | HOMesick fooling lo see that picturs
8o she zives It up. Only tho warng way musien]l comedy and the sweet- | tions not vot horn.
him that #he cdn st no mors of him | heart of Rudalpk Salomon, the mulel- |
Uin the fiture==and they o in%o the | millionaire, who has just spent two|really wanted—and have got, fen’t jt7| him how one cvening she wanted.to

grandmother, Tt gives her a warm

Zollito, a Spanish dancor,, the future, ton. My money fs hailds

on that wall. She has a gay lttle
Laty Holen -1 power that ..,nuim!k with Charferis in which she tells
millions on a new house, enter and | Solomon—Dnwir—and the fnvor of i 9200 and she vrum to a place—"The
take sonts at the tablo reserved for !life nt its rarest. And to know thnt of Eden"—that she had heard

Garden
Lody Helm. Solomom socon follows thore is ome thing Mimlzm"“wtumm
g

and gees fo e samme able. Sy | 3 2 partoer with (L°

-
i
-

e MLostin, muhs

Lady Halen (slmply)—Tt doessn't

Bolomon—Rut it does matter
Yon belong here—in my houss,
He speaks ngain of the former love

| He goem, leaving her with her bill ! #he has told him of, She protests that
| to pay. She nsks her walter for .-Hm: Is past nnd done with,

Solomonr—D>D0 you care for me? Wil

when aho notices the man whispering | YOU Marry me?

Lady Helen—I1—I llke vou T've
great respect for you. What I might
come to feel for you I don't know. I
can sce how lfe with you would be

around the check which she has rofled | VoY SaSY—very easy and beautiful.|

And you know that {f vou want to
marry ma 1 should be mad £ [ re-
fused.

Solomon—You will be good, won't
you? You're so reckless—lile n wind.
But vou will take care—won't you?
And let all the old miserable gosaip
ile?

Lady Helen—T'1 toke care, 1 prome-
fse. Il be good. I'l be quite a ro-
fnrmed charncter, Rudolph, if you talk
to mo like that

fhe leaves him then and other
gucsts come and go, Suddenly Thayer

s announced. e has heen In Africs |

and has made his fortune., Holomon
welcomes him and tells him he will
know at lenst ons of his Bueats—Lady

Helen Hadem, And he ndds that ho s |

soon ta make hor his wife.

St another unexpected guost oar-
rives—~Mrs, Lealie. Sha s very rude
to Lody IHelem and Bolomon Informs
har that she fa fnanltine his wife g
be, Then Chorteris, who Is present,
Insists that Mra, Lealiec must apologize
to Lady Helew, and recalls the fact
that she once ted at cards. Mra,

sharn, bat al
P '

(CLAUDE KING)
HeELEN HADE |
THEL BA@'HM

1 |0\'D|

S OLOMON

N

the same time lays the whole blum
for that Incident on “Ludy Helews
triend, Ned Thaoyer!"

Holomon knows then at last who th
man |s that Lady Helen once loved-
still lovea, he feels sure. And Thapw
's there! Hard as It is for him to 4y
he knows there Is only one thing fu |
him to do. And he does {t. He tali
Lady Helew that it would be & mistaly
for them to marry. There is some one
In the housa who can tell her why
better than he can. He begw her o
walit and hurries from the room.

Lady Helewm lingers for a moment,
but the disappointment Is too great for
her and she leaves the room by one
door as Thayer enters by another, f

There I8 an accldent. Lady Helen,
ns she crosses the street, 's struck by
a motor car and they bring her hack
Inte the house, dying. Thapor comes
to her then. He's come back—a mas
~for her, he tells her.

And the race of the mad Varvieks
s ended.

WHEN PEGGY WOOD BOSSED.

N the yesteryear of her childhood

I they ealled her “Roscbud Pegey!
That was 'In Brooklyn when

the blond lt.e daughter of Bugeme
' Wood s0 Impressed her nelghbon
Pwith the Dreaden dellcacy uf het

loveliness and the gentle charm of
her manner that some such nicknang
was inevitabla, Doubtless [t hus some
| thing to do with the tendor memory
'In which Mlas Wood holds hor birthe
|place and bher indifferemce to fhe
rmeunmrlu which George V. Hobart
directs agalnat this section of Groate
| New York In “Buddies,” the new com
edy for which B C. Hilliam ha# writ
ten the musie in which Misa Wood
ore of the stars in the Sclwp
\ Theatre.

Now thers was one ambition whick
|Uttle Peggy cherlshed more than anf
|other when, as a very little girl folds
| were attracted by the clarity and
 bemuty of her soprano voice S
didn't oare a alngle lafy stick aboul
| becoming & trained nurse, or  teachsn
|OF even an actresas, the way hy we
regulated little girl nelghbors did 8k
wanted to be a prima donna, und th

| easlest way to make her dream coms
true seamed to her through the of
, Fanization ef an opera compiry of

| her own, which she could ¢oah and
hoss and In which she could give her
#alf the prima donna roles. S0 “f
bud Peggy" became an lmpresss
who was baset by many tronbles
ing & volce trainer, coach
producer and prima donna ol
presented many serious b
Hittle Brooklyn girl, B
her company was Lomper
a regular honest-to-goo
company s bound to be
"order to deserve the nar
COmMPARY WwWas composed
neighborhood childron
atood, and never in all the
| there wuch a mnualen]
when it came to squeoling
[ing and yeslllng and how'er
| fort to emulate Gulll-Cur
Thers was one liril
| Peggy more trouble thi
i She had every qualith
j donna—exeept o volos
{couldn’t be persundel
| nbility was rt all nec.
the lending roles, so sl !
palgn among the othor Hovs
to ormanise a strike. §?
| that Peggy was n "self
that she hadn't any
and made disagresahle ri
Pegey'n clear, swaet sopr
‘above kll the reet—the one
note In tha medley of al
ling hersslf unabla to fur
children agalnat Peess !
own dislovalte, thiiyo
morted to bribery. Fur t
Bents’ worth of peanut
pany of children fin
rector that she could ¢
oporn alone, They wnld!
"a wery horrid little
they would have a conig
own,
| "Rosebud Poggy"
time to aet, and act nhe
vangennoe. Her motho!
are #till a secret botww
nate little agitator
(but whatever thoy w
taurely offective, for ¢
miined Intact vit!
of tha wanld be nrimo
home crying; but ev
rival had the last word
| back betwasr soby:

“You sin't a rosebud. ¥
Is Sulibrani™
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